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nothing so fully damns a person in our eyes as the apparent confirmation 
of a long-entertained suspicion of weakness in him. The Letters, there- 
fore, while enabling us to judge their author with something of the 
lenience that understanding teaches, throw back a certain light upon the 
relations of Dr. Johnson and Mrs. Thrale. Moreover, to those who pos- 
sess a flair for eighteenth-century life, manners, and style, these letters 
offer a fresh opportunity for analysis and amused reflection. If there 
sometimes supervenes a little of that weariness which naturally arises 
from reading letters not intended for one, curiosity concerning the friend 
of Dr. Johnson will carry ub through. 



Mirabeau: a Biography. By Louis Barthou, Prime Minister of 
France. New York: Dodd, Mead & Company, 1913. 

That the life of a statesman is usually best written by a statesman 
(of a later day) is a truth frequently illustrated, and it has seldom been 
better exemplified than in M. Barthou's illuminating and brilliantly writ- 
ten biography of Mirabeau. Probably the life of no other great man 
offers so many confusing questions of fact and interpretation, so many 
strange anomalies of character, as does that of Mirabeau. And neces- 
sary as it is to view his career, as M. Barthou does view it, in the light 
of a wide knowledge of history and of affairs, there can be no understand- 
ing of the influence wielded by the statesman without taking into account 
the personality of the man. Fully appreciative of this fact, M. Barthou 
seeks on every page to give us not merely a clear-cut presentation of facts, 
but a living impression of character. Mirabeau's temperament and genius 
are accounted for, so far as such phenomena ever can be accounted for, 
through heredity. The story of his early life, close packed with action, red- 
olent of disreputable intrigue, feverish with passion — this extraordinary 
career, of which the outstanding incidents are seductions, fierce quarrels 
with wife, sister, and father, slanders, self-justifications, imprisonments, 
and the endless production of letters, pamphlets, books — all this is told 
concisely but unsparingly. Nothing is glossed over, yet as we read we 
cannot help being won to admiration by Mirabeau's superhuman energy, 
his resourcefulness and audacity. It is as though the man's character 
in a manner purified itself through a violent activity of thought and 
deed, always turbulent, but seldom quite ignoble. Telling the tale with 
perfect lucidity and frankness, M. Barthou makes us feel the character of 
Mirabeau as his contemporaries felt it. It seems that only by rare 
good fortune are we able to say in regard to any single event of 
Mirabeau's pre-political life that his motives were honest or his conduct 
blameless. Even the vexatious question as to the degree in which his writ- 
ten works owe their quality and substance to plagiarism or collaboration 
arises repeatedly. All this comes out clearly in the narrative, but at the 
same time the essential bigness of Mirabeau comes out with a clearness 
that is surprising. M. Barthou, however, has not been hypnotized by the 
character of the man about whom he writes, nor does he regard Mirabeau 
as one of the forces of nature. There is always an adequate detachment 
in his attitude toward him. 

The story of Mirabeau's tempestuous early life admirably prepares one 
to understand the great part of his career, and here, too, the biographer 
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does justice to his subject through the gravity and insight of his judg- 
ments. Carefully tracing Mirabeau's political course, and reading the man 
through his policies, he finds in all that he did a certain unity and in- 
tegrity of purpose. Mirabeau's plan for the salvation of the throne was, 
indeed, too involved and subtle for practical use. Nobody, except per- 
haps a Mirabeau clothed with full authority, could possibly have carried 
it out. But what if, in November, 1789, Mirabeau had been minister 1 ? 
M. Barthou replies that it is not too much to say that the destinies of the 
country would have been changed. " What Mirabeau, the secret adviser 
of the court could not accomplish at the time of his death, Mirabeau, the 
responsible minister, would have attempted eighteen months earlier, and 
would no doubt have succeeded in doing." And this verdict seems a just 
summing up of all the more or less intangible evidence of events and of 
character. Well balanced and convincing, the biography reflects the vol- 
canic passion and contradictoriness of Mirabeau, in many brilliant sallies 
of characterization, reminding one in this respect of Lord Rosebery's 
Chatham. 



Memoirs op Li Hung Chang. Edited by William Francis Mannix. 
Boston and New York: The Houghton Mifflin Company, 1913. 

Li Hung Chang was absolutely the most widely known Chinaman in the 
world, and probably the name of no other foreign statesman, unless it be 
that of Bismarck, brings up in the minds of so many Americans so prompt 
and so strong an impression of character. Yet concerning Li Hung Chang 
as a man and as a statesman, we have had, after all, only anecdotes and 
scraps of information. Readers of all sorts, therefore, will probably turn 
to these recently published memoirs of his with more than ordinary 
curiosity. 

We think of him as a great man and as a representative Chinese — we 
may add, as a man of " unique personality." But this last phrase, by its 
connotation, perhaps does him injustice. For the final impression that the 
Memoirs leaves upon the mind is not one of eccentricity, of whim, or of 
racial difference, but rather of sobriety, of consistency, and of that com- 
munity of intellect and character in which the great men of all races meet. 

This is not to deny that in Li's familiar writings — for the book is made 
up of extracts from his private journal — there is often a flavor distinc- 
tively and delightfully foreign. Opening the book at random, we chance 
upon such sentences as, " I therefore excuse you from decapitation," and, 
" Upon the last occasion, Her Majesty flew into the worst rage of late 
times." These are indicative of that difference of thought-color which so 
often affects us pleasantly in the expression of foreigners. This effect of 
racial idiom in the writings of Li Hung Chang is more or less pervasive 
but on the whole not so predominant as we might expect. 

As an Oriental he is somewhat more addicted to metaphor and simile 
than are Western writers upon matter-of-fact subjects. Into such figures 
of speech he expands liberally at times, so that one does not forget that he 
once cherished the ambition of becoming the poet laureate of his country. 
He frequently falls into a sententious style, and he is a maker of original 
maxims. Sarcastically he asks the ill-advised reformers, " Why not kill 
all your flock of turkeys because one of them has a limpy foot?" His 
version of " Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown " is " How great and 



